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Album 


Author's Notes: 

| don't know when this takes place, except long after both Hillel Slovak and River Phoenix passed away. Angst. 
Tiny little ficlet for Dweia I'm sorry, this was the best | could do. The only bunnies | had were angsty and 
related to Anthony's drug use. 


Okay, five drawers down, one to go. 


Anthony closed the box and pushed it toward the door, hoping like hell he could borrow his neighbor's 
handtruck to take the boxes down to the trash. He really didn't want to have to make six trips just to take out 
the garbage, even if the garbage was because he hadn't gone through the desk in his living room in, oh, about 
a year. He opened the last drawer and sorted through everything, hoping that there wouldn't be another rancid 
sandwich anywhere in the depths of junk he shoved into the drawers. 


Books, papers, letters, photos, a packet of syringes, a stray stocking left behind by some random groupie.. Oh, 
there was his old song notebook, he'd been looking for that.. Scissors, socks, condoms.. He checked the 
expiration date and rolled his eyes. They'd long since gone past the date, so he chucked the box into the trash. 


His hands came upon a photo album and he blinked, wondering why there was an album in there and he hadn't 


put all his photos in it. 
After flipping the cover, he realized why. 


The album was filled, cover to cover, even with added pages. Its contents were letters that he and Michael had 
written to each other. Photos of the two of them together, back before they'd broken up. Ticket stubs from 
concerts and movies. His gaze dropped to a photo of him with his arms wrapped around Michael's shoulders, 
their faces so filled with love. Anthony closed his eyes for a moment before tracing the features of Michael's 
face through the plastic covering the photo. Jesus, it had been so long.. 


Michael had finally broken up with him, denied him the right to call him by his real name, after River had 
passed away. After Anthony had refused, once again, to get off the drugs and get clean. They'd already lost 


two amazing friends, and Michael -- no, Flea -- didn't want to lose a man that he loved. 


Closing the album, Anthony began to place it into the box he was making to take out to the garbage. He 
hesitated, though, and placed the album into an empty drawer. He couldn't throw Flea away, even if just in 
photographic form. Maybe, one day, things would work out and they could get back together. But he knew that 


as long as he was using, Flea wouldn't be with him. 


He sighed and turned back to cleaning, pushing thoughts of Michael -- Flea, dammit! -- out of his mind. 


